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ATorkghiere Tragedy,, 

Tthat did euer in abound ancc dwell, 
lor me to want^exceeds the throwcs of hel. 

Enter skis little fame rvtth a top and a fcoxrge. 

Son* What aile youfathcr,are you not welJ,I cans 
not fcourgc my top as long as you (land fo: you take 
vp all the rooms with your wide legs, pub you can* 
not make mee afeard with this, I feare no vizards^nor 
bugbearest 

HuJ by takes vp the childe by the skirts of his long 
coaie in one hand and dr dives hit dag* 
gcrwith th' other. 

J/«„Vp fir,for heer thou haft no inheritance left* 
Some , Oh what will you do father, I am your white 
boie* 

//«.Thou {halt be my red boie,take that* Jlrtkes hint 
Son; Oh you hurt me father* 

HuMy eldeft begganthou fhait not liue to afke an 
vfurer bread, to crie at a great mans gate, or followe 
good your honour by a Couch, no, nor your brother 
ns charity to braine you. 

■Son.B ow (hall I learne now my heads broke? 

Hu . Bleed bleed rather then beg beg? fiabs him * 

be not thy names difgrace: 

Spume thou thy fortunes firft if they be bale: 

Come view thy fecond brother: fates. 

My childrens bioud fball fpin into your faces, 
you fh all fee* 

How Confidently we fcornebeggery? 

Exit With hie Sonne t En» 


A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

Enter a maidemth a child in heramesjhemo- 

M e, r , ™ sr b her a fleet e. 

Ir Ko]? P makes thy mother ffeep 

Ijboades fmall good when heauines falls fo deepe^* 

b ° y ho P es mi ‘ghthaue been better 
Tis loft at Dice what ancient hSnour won, 5 

Hard wh en the father plaies awaie the Sonne: 

No thing but mifery ferues in this houfe. 
mine and defblation oh 

T . n Entcr hufbandxvdh the hole bleeding, 

JZZW? mc th ? boy ^ Strimet wilh her for & 

£rA P>bCp ’Z Ut a!as =m»rder murder, child. 

hrjdt , rcy ? u 8°%wg, prating fturdyqueane. IIe 

T fli y ° Ur C n m ? r With your ne ‘ k d °™ ftaires: 

1 umblc, tumble,headlong. Throws her down. 

t°l . . . vvalc to c karmc a womans tongue 

Is break hir ncck,a pollidcian did it. 

Son Mothcr,mother,I atnkild mother, 
Ha,who/ C thatcride oh memy children: W.wahs* 
<both,borh,both;bloudy,bloudy. catches vp the yonaefl, 
^Strumpct letgo the boy,!et go the beggar. 

Wt.Qh myfweethufband, bh 

Hnf. Filth, harlot. 

JVt.Oh what will you doe dcare husband, 

Hns.Gi ne me the baftard, 

VVi.Yout ovvne fweet boy, 

Hu, There are too many be^ars* 

^T/.Good my huf-band, ° 

BuX) oeft thoupreuent meflill? \ 

^ $ Oh 
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